UNSOLICITED GIFT
amid vast roarings of a superhuman joy, he led his Fifth Symphony
to its conclusion. But the goblins were there. They could return.
He had said so bravely, and that is why one can trust Beethoven
when he says other things."
An unknown reader mentioned in a letter I received recently,
that she too had read the book first and heard the symphony
afterwards, but that she could not hear a single goblin.  I personally
recognized the goblins, but what Forster called "gusts of splendour,
gods and demi-gods contending with vast swords . . ." I in my
mind called "battlements", just as in the slow movement of the
Seventh, I always saw a vast staircase and heard footsteps marching
up, of an unseen army.  There is a certain strain in the third move-
ment of the Ninth Symphony which I always call "heartbreak".'
I suppose professions! musicians, if they should chance to read
this, will by now be sick as mud; but I refuse to submit. Let them,
if they wish, keep music pure and unviolated from drama; they
cannot control our reactions.   And they are glad enough to seize
hold of a legend or story (brought to them in words, mind you)
and tell us what it signifies to them in music.   In E. C. Bendey's
detective book "Trent's Last Case", he speaks of the famous motif
in the finale of the Choral Symphony, as what we are likely to
hear when the gates of heaven are rolled back and celestial music
comes through.  But that is an individual choice, and there will be
numerous candidates.   Readers of Aldous Huxley will remember
how Spandrell chose to kill himself to the strains of Beethoven's
Quartette in A minor;   and that too is a matter for individual
waywardness.   Returning to the Trumpet Voluntary, Ronald
Eraser wrote a novel called "Financial Times" where the principal
character, Titus, finds his soul during a so-called original composition
by his young brother, but it concluded with the trumpets sounding
from the other side, and I think he must really have meant the
Trumpet Voluntary expressing life positive not static; life going,
into action.
A weekly feature in the B.B.C. programmes, popular for some
time, was a choice by interesting, not necessarily eminent people,
of the eight gramophone records which they would choose if
they were thrown up for life on a desert island; presumably a
gramophone was to be thrown up with them on the raft, otherwise
the discs might seem tantalizing and not even good to eat. I am
sulking a little that I was never asked to contribute, though* like
everybody listening in, I immediately assembled my own eight
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